ACT THREE
SCENE I
The house O/DOLORES, the sorceress. Day is breaking.
[Enter YERMA with DOLORES and TWO OLD WOMEN,]
DOLORES: You've been brave.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: There's no force in the world like desire.   ~*
SECOND OLD WOMAN: But the cemetery was terribly dark.
DOLORES: Many times I've said these prayers in the cemetery with
women who wanted to have a child, and they've all been afraid.
All except you.
YERMA: I came because I want a child. I don't believe you're a
deceitful woman.
DOLORES: I'm not. May my mouth fill with ants, like the mouths of
the dead, if ever I've lied. The last time, I said the prayers with a
beggar woman who'd been dry longer than you, and her womb
sweetened so beautifully that she had two children down there
at the river because there wasn't time to get to the village -
and she carried them herself in a diaper for me to take care
of.
YERMA: And she was able to.walk from the river?
DOLORES: She came; her skirts and shoes drenched with blood - but
her face shining.
YERMA: And nothing happened to her?
DOLORES: What could happen to her? God is God.
YERMA: Naturally, God is God. Nothing could happen to her. Just
pick up her babies and wash them in fresh water. Animals lick
them, don't they? I know a son of my own wouldn't make me
sick. I have an idea that women who've recently given birth are as
though illumined from within and the children sleep hours and
hours on them, hearing that stream of warm rnQk filling the breasts
for them to suckle, for them to pky in until they don't want any
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